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Pronunciation* in Singing. 

Great force and beauty are 
added to melody by distinct 
pronunciation. 

We have heard very fine 
singers, after they had gone 
through several verses, asked 
the question, ‘‘What song is 
that?” This is a great fault. 
Every singer should remem- 
ber, that she ought to de jus- 
tice to the author of the words 
of a song, as much as to the 
composer of the harmony. 

Hlow immediately a compa- 
ny is charmed to silence, when 
the words of a song are dis- 
tinctly heard. 

We have met a few young 
ladies, who articulate perfect- | 








ly in singing; and we observe, 
that they rarely sing ridicu- 
lous words. If atune ts fine, 
they arrange appropriate po- 





*Some persons say pronounciation ; 
this is incorrect. 


etry toit. This just taste is | a lady meant by 


naturally improved by the at- | 


tention that is paid to them 
by listeners. 

We would have a music 
teacher, who professes to in- 
struct in singing, go over the 
words of a song, as often as 
the teacher of reading, until 
every syllable has its due 
weight and character, and oc- 
casionally remove to the ex- 
treme end of a room, in order 
to be sure, that the words of 
his pupil will be heard by a 
promiscuous company 

There is as much difference 
in hearing the followiug line, 
from the mouths of two dif- 
ferent singers, as_ there is in 
the printed arrangement. 


“To shield thee, to save thee, or pe rish there 
too!” 


“T . hieldtheetosevei leeorperishi hereto!” 

Correct pronunciation too 
is highly important. At the 
South we are apt to call 
‘““stricken deer” stricken dare, 
appear, appare, &c. &c. 

When Moore’s song, “I 
knew by the smoke,’ Se was 
first in fashion atthe North, 
we were puzzled to know what 





“And I said if there’s peace to be found in the 
world, 
An art, that is umble, might ope for it ere!” 


on referring to the printed 
music, we found the answer 
to the riddle, was, 


A heart that is humble, might hope for it here . 


At Church,once, when list- 
ening to that thrilling and 
beautiful hymn, 


‘Jesus shall reign where’er the sun, 
Does his successive journies run, 

Ilis kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 


we were shocked by hearing 
a leading female voice mur- 
der the harmony by this per- 
version, 

“Till moons shall vax and vane no more.” 

Teachers, perhaps, are not 
aware how easily the fault is 
remedied ina child, who is in 
the habit of miscalling v and 
Ww. 

One who says w like v, 
should be told to speak the 
word in which it occurs, asif 
he were about to whistle, (not 
vistle,) andone, who calls r 
like w, should be directed to 
out the lower lip between the 
teeth, as in the word vinegar, 
(not wenegar. ) 


{ 


EET mee I ee ee ee oe 


Fe ABN. de 


ee es 


alee 


Sn ANE NR TTT eS RENN rae ORI 
































ae emanate 











THRE ROSE BUD. 








——_ ao 


FOR MY 


Younge se fira de 8s 


Poor Willy, m play. 
I am sorry to say, 
His head has hit; 
To his mother he ran, 
Likea little man, 
Not mindin,, it. 


Then she rubb’d it well. 
And a story did tell, 
And kiss’d him too: 
Then back did he run, 
To his little fun, 
And so must you. 





I told you last week of 
two little boys; .should 
you like to hear something 
more of theme When 
they reached the Island, 
they ran about on the 
beach, and picked up a 
great many pretty shells; 
then they went into the 
boat, and sailed back again 
very fast. When they 
got to the wharf in town, 
William said, Father, # 
do not see the Island, 
has sailed away, and Sid- 
ney asked, will it ever 
come back again? Their 
‘ather said, **Itis too dark 
for you to see it now, but 
if you are good boys, I 
will bring you soon to sail 
again in this pretty boats 
and then we shall find the 
Island in the same place, 
for it cannot move away. 
¥. 








SCHOOL KEEPING. 

Letter to a Printer in 
| Brownsville, in the Western 
part of Pennsylvania, 

“Mr, Printer;—Did you 
ever teach a school? If you 
have not, [ must tell you that 
the schoo! master of a ¢oun- 
try village, is the most mis- 
erable being on earth, though 


I had the misfortune to be en- 
; gaged in that profession. 


{ not long since visited the 
school of a friend of mine in 
the country, andif ever there 
was any thing which could 
approach a description of Bed- 
lam, it was this school. [had 
just got fairly seated, when 
up jumped a young Bedlamite, 
with ‘Master, Jo Hlouse keeps 
pinching me.’ ‘Jo, did you 
pinch him?’ ‘No, I say, I 
did’nt; twas Bill Grimes, for 
I seedhim when he did it.’ 
‘Bill, what did you pinch him 
for ?? ‘Koz he keeps scrow- 
ging.’ Then follows a sevore 
flagellation. 

Soon a class of little ones 


‘is called up to read, and by 


the way, be it understood, my 
friend the Master was in the 
habit of squinting. ‘What is 
that?’ *That’s Aer.’ ‘Very 
well, what is the next?’ ‘I de 
no thir.’ *! hat’s B you block- 
head.’ ‘Ber.’ ‘What is that? 
I de no thir.’ What do I do 
when I look at you?’'Thquint- 
er.’ ‘Master, Tom Bogues 
keeps a makin me laugh, he- 
he-he.’ “Lom,come here—did 
you make him laugh?’ ‘No 
sir.’ Well, take your seat.’ 
‘Master, maint [ gwout to 
drink?’ *No, you will all go 
out directly.’ ‘The class in 
the spelling book stand up to 
read. Zekiel, begin.’ ‘B-a- 
k-e-r, Baker.’* ‘The next,’ 





that 
Whout 
put in her 


‘s-u-g-a-r.’ ‘What doe 
spell?’ ‘T de 
does your mother 
tea?’ ‘Rum-er” ‘The next.’ 
‘S-t-a-i-r-s.? ‘What do you 
go up to your chamber on 
when you are at home?’ ‘Lad- 
der.’ ‘No, you stupid fellow, 
stairs, "—*Mas ter, maint the 
boys gwout: » No.’ 

‘The first class stand up ‘to 
spell, Spell Dictionary.’ 
Dick-die-t-i-o-u-g-h- diction-- 
re 1-i-g-h-r-y-— dictionary.’ 
“The next.’ ‘Master, Jim 
Stoke keeps all the time throw- 
ing spittle at me.’—* Well, 
Jim, you must stop after 
school.’ ‘Phthisick,’ ‘P-p- 
p-p-t-t-h-is-i-e-k.? ‘Master, 
maint I speak?? ‘What for’? 
‘Koz IT want to borrow that 
strate ruler, what ‘fom b.um- 
kin’s got.’ ‘No, keep your 
seat.’ 

‘Thus my friend and his 
puck of noisy urchins whiled 
away the time until the usual 
intermission--and all had gone 
but one, when I seized my 
hat and rushed out of the door, 
right glad to enjoy the still- 
ness of a country village.” 


, 
no sey. 





STEAM, 

In the transition. of water 
from the liquid state to the 
state of vapour or steam,a solid 
inch of water enlarges its size 
about 1700 times, and forms 
1700 solid inches of steain. 
—The force with which this 


‘amazing expansion necessari- 


ly takes place, constitutes the 
acting power of steam en- 
gines. 
HOM Eb. 
By a little Girl of 12. 
How pleasant it is, ater re- 
turning from a journey, how- 
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ever short, to home. 
The objects are all familiar to 
you, and it ts endeared to you 
by many events. Perhaps a 
beloved friend and companion 
has died, while you were 
absent, and when you think 
over what has past, you see 
a spot where you have often 
playe ed with her when a child, 

The old schoolmistress is not 
forgotten, and you remember 

how meny times you have 
been reproved by her, for ha- 
Ving committed some mischie- 

vous trick, upon one of your 
young comrades Even the 
thought of her reproof is 
pleasant when we return to 
our homes. 


see your 


FOR THE ROSE 
KNOWLEDGE. 
What creates such a vast 
difference between a man and 
a brute? Knowledge.—W hat 
distinguishes the savage from 
the civilized? knowledge. — 
What raised the Printer’s Boy 
Franklin, to the honours of 
his Country, the shoemaker 
pense“ toa seat in Con- 
gress, the weaver Simpson, 
to adelarated mathematician, 
and Herschel, the fifer Boy, 
to a profound and well skilled 
astronomer? Knowledge. Itis 
power—in the words. of a fa- 
vourite author--Itis the scep- 
tre that gives dominion over 
nature—-the Key, that un- 
locks the Store House of Cre- 
ation, and opens to us the 
Treasures of the universe.’ 
Endeavour to be wise; Know 
thyse lf. il. 


Cc CONUNDRU MS. 
1. Why is an egg undone, 
like one overdone? 
2. Why is Paris like the 
letter F? 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

The lines ona thunderstorm, were 
accidentally omitted, ullit was found 
too late to print them. 





Sourn—Carotina Rait Roan. 


In South-Carolina, the Locomotive 
travels over a greater extent of Line 
of Rail Road, daily, in consecutive 
titles, than is or can be dove in any 
part of the world. South Carolina 
ran an Engine successfully and pro- 
fitably on the Rail Road 18 months 
previous to any other State in the 
Union. ‘The LU. &. Mail and Stage 
passengers were transmitted on it nine 
months before any other company 
‘transported it on a Rail Road; and 
it is questionable if any extended line 
of communication of an eflicient and 
permanent character, whether Rail- 
Road, ‘Turnpike, or Canal, has been 
executed inso short a time, or ata 
cost appreximating so nearly to the 
original estimate. 

‘he cash receipts for April, freight 
and passage, were upwards of $3,600, 
Mercury. 


Advantage of Steam Boat and 
Rail Road Conveyance.—A pas- 
senger who arrived in the steam pack- 
et David Brown, from New-York, 
at Go’clock yesterday morning, 
whose residence is in Augusta, could 
{had not his business detained him,] 
have gone on the Kail Road, and 
reached Augusta at early breakfast 
time this morning. ‘The time con- 
sumed in the passage from New- York 
to Augusta, by reason of the facili- 
ties introduced by the David Brown 
and the Rail Road conveyance, would 
have been but 4 days and 15 hours, 
re detention included. 

Passengers leaving Augusta by the 
mail, which will arrive on Saturday, 
will be enabled to avail themselves 
of the conveyance per steam packet 
for New-York. 

The receipts of the Rail Road for 
the last week have, we understand, 
risen from an average of $120 to 
$146 per day. 





Courier, 9th inst. 





——— 


Many of our readers in Charleston, 
will recollect ‘the interesting young 
lady, from whose obituary notice we 


make a short extract.—Her death 


was as beautifulas her life and person. 


Died, in Boston, on 17th of Aprily 
last, Miss Euiza Lowen, Suuui- 
VAN, aged 26, daughterof the Hon. 
Richard Sullivan.—A milder climate 
was prescribed, and she hastened to 
it, and enjoyed with undiminished zest 
the bright jluxuriance of its tropical 
vegetation and scenery, not doubting 
every step she advanced, that she was 
hastening even faster toa country yet 
fairer and brighter. 

Chris. Reg. 





Deaths in Charleston from the 28th 
April to the 5th May. 
Whites 5, Blacks and Colored 
— Total 8 
‘One under 5 years of age; two 
between 20 and 30; two between 30 
and 40; and three between 70 and 80 
years of age. 


Extract of a letter dated 
““Campen, May 6. 


When I last saw you, I 
promised to write from Colum- 
bia, towhich place I intended 
to have gone to-day, but have 
been prevented by one of the 
most melancholy events that 
have happened in our little 
town for some days. Mrs. 
Cuarces J. SHANNON was de- 
livered inthe course of yes- 
terday of three living child- 
ren, two girls and one boy— 
but she sank under the effort, 
and expired about 3 o’clock in 
the afternoon, leaving one of 
the most bereaved husbands 
behind that | have ever seen. 
Well-may it be said that that 
is the house of mourning.— 
The children are all alive this 
morning, and promise to do 
well,”’ 
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POBTELY « 
OLD SONG, 
ROBINSON CRUSOE. 


When I was a lad, 
I had cause to be sad, 
For my grandfather I did lose, oh! 
I’m sure from his fame, 
That you’ve heard of the same, 
For his name it was Robinson Crusoe. 
His name it was Robinson Crusoe! 
Hlis name it was Robinson Crusoe! 
Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 
His name it was Robinson Crusoe. 


Perhaps you’ve read in a book, 
Of a voyage that he took, 
How the raging winds they blew so, 
How the ship with a shock, 
Came plamp on a rock, 
Near to drowning poor Robinson Crusoe. 
Oh poor Robinson Crusoe! 
Oh poor Robinson Crusoe! 
Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 
Oh poor Robinson Crusoe. 


Poor soul, none but he, 
Was sav’d from the sea, 
Oh, fate! fate! how could you do so? 
And ashore he was thrown, 
On an island unknown, 

What luck for poor Robinson Crusoe! 
What luck for poor Robinson Crusoe! 
What luck for poor Ro'inson Crusoe! 

Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 
What luck for poor Robinson Crusoe! 


Then he took from on board, 
An old gun and a sword, 
And another odd matter or two so, 
Till by dint and by thrift 
He managed to shift, 

Well done, Robinson Crusoe! 
Well done, Robinson Crusoe! 
Well done, Robinson Crusoe! 

Ringating, Ringating, ringating, tang, 
Well done, Robinson Crusoe! 


Then he sought for some meat, 
As he wanted to eat, 
But the beasts all away from him flew so, 
Had it not been for his gun, 
He'd been surely undone, 
Oh, poor Robinson Crusoe! 
Oh, poor Robinson Crusoe! 
Oh, poor Robinson Crusoe! 
Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 
Oh, poor Robinson Crusoe! 
Then he got all the wood, 
That ever he could, 
And he stuck it together with glue so, 
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And he built him a hut, 
In which he might put, 

The body of Robinson Crusoe! 
The body of Robinson Crusoe! 
The body of Robinson Crusoe! 

Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 
The body of Robinson Crusoe: 
And then his man Friday, 
Kept his hut neat and tidy, 
To be sure ’twas his duty to do so; 
Thas they liv’d together, 
Like friend and like neighbor, 

Friday and Robinson Crusoe! 
Friday and Robinson Crusoe! 
Friday and Robinson Crusoe! 

Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 
Friday and Robinson Crusoe! 


But, oh, with his night cap, 
And coat* of long nap, 


While his beard was as long as you choose so. 


To see such a sight, 
You would laugh quite outright, 
Such a figure was Robinson Crusoe! 


You would laugh at poor Robinson Crusoe! 
You wonld laugh at poor Rebinson Crusoe! 


Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 


You would laugh at poor Robinson Crusoe! 


At length a white sail, 
Came close within hail, 
And he took t6 his little canoe so, 
On reaching the ship, 
She gave him a trip, 

To the country of Robinson Crusoe. 
Good voyage to Robinson Crusoe! 
Good voyage to Robinson Crusoe! 

Ringating, ringating, ringating, tang, 
Good voyage to Robinson Crusoe! 


*Skin of wild beasts. 





GOD OUR FATHER. 


1 Is there a Jone and dreary hour 


When worldly pleasures lose their power?— 
My father! let me turn to thee, 
And set each thought of darkness free. 


Is there a time of racking grief, 

Which scorns the prospect of relief ?— 
My Father! break the cheerless gloom, 
And bid my heart its calm resume. 


3 Isthere an hour of peace and joy, 


When hope is all my soul’s emmploy— 
My Father ! still my hopes will roam, 
Until they rest with thee their home. 
The noon-tide blaze, the midnight scene, 
The dawn or twilight’s sweet serene, 
The glow of life, the dying hour, 


Shall own my Father’s grace and power. C. 
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